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HENRY HOLT & CO. 


THE EPIC OF KINGS. 


STORIES RETOLD FROM FIRDUSI, by HELEN 
ZIMMERN, s2mo. $2.50. 


“ The book is charming from begin- 
ning to end. A notable addition to the 
libraries of those who care to know the 
great classics of the world.’’—London 
Sat. Review. 

“The two stories which transcend 
all the others in point of human interest 
are those of * Rustem and Sohrab’ and 
‘ Byzum and Manieh. The second 
ts one of the most exquisite that can be 
found in the whole range of Eastern 
invention. It is a love story of the 
most complete kind. To analyze tt 
would be to spoil it; readers should 
go for it to Miss Zimmern’s volume.” 
—London Times. 

Yale Lectures on Preaching. 


Delivered to the Students of Theology at Yale College by 
Pres. E.G. Rosinson of Brown University. 


Evolution and Christianity. 
By J. F. Yorke. r2mo. $1.50. 


The Critic. 


A Weekly Review of 


Literature, The Fine Arts, 
Science, Music, The Drama. 





Epitors, - - - - J.L.&J. B. GILDER. 


‘* The first literarv Journal in America, 
its specialty is short reviews and many of 
them ; but we do not observe that quality is 
sacri ficed.’’—LONDON ACADEMY. 

“ THE CRITIC has become a positive and in- 
dispensable part of American literature.” — 

SPRINGFIELD REPUBLICAN. 

“THE CRITIC has made itself known in 
America by the indebendence and ability of 
its utterances.” —NOTES AND QUERIES. 

“At the head of the critical Fournals of 
this country.—BOSTON Post. 


For sale at all news stands. Single Copies, 
1o cts.; $3.50 per year, in advance. To 
Teachers and Clergymen, $3.00. Remit only 
by post-office order, express order, registered 
letter or check. Address, 


The Critic, 


30 Lafayette Place, New York. 


- LIFE - 


LATEST IMPRESSIONS. 


‘* NEW YoRK’s new comic paper, LIFE, is con- 


tinually improving. To our mind it is by far the | 


best humorous and satirical publication of the day. 
It is high-toned, pure and handsome.”—Rochester 
Union and Advertiser. 





‘*LiFe, the new illustrated humorous weekly, is 
one of the best publications of the time, and deserves 
signal success.”—Nashville Banner. 





‘‘ THE new humorous paper, LIFE, makes notice- 
able improvement, and promises to rank first of its 
kind.”— St. Paul Pioneer Press. 





‘* THERE are two periodicals in New York which 
we seriously hope will live long and prosper. One 
is the Critzc, which is the finest literary journal in 
this country, and the other is LIFE, the neatest, 
brightest and cleverest paper of its class on either 
side of the ocean.”—A/bany Express. 





‘* THE new comic paper, LIFE, is vastly superior 
to anything heretofore attempted in its line. It 
jokes with subjects familiar to persons possessed of 
more or less intelligence and cultivation, hitting at 
the foibles of society and literary people as well as 
those of politicians. It smacks of Fifth Avenue and 
Wall Street rather than the Bowery—in other words, 
it is bright and witty from end to end.”—Cinc7n- 
nati Saturday Night. 





‘*Lire for January 25th, 1883, the current num- 
ber of this new illustrated weekly, is a good exam- 
ple of what its publishers intend making it. Its cuts 
are of a higher order than those in some of the other 
illustrated weeklies, and fully bear out the promises 
of its proprietors to give the public a first-class 
publication. A high order of humor pervades it.”— 
Rochester Post-Express. 





‘* LIFE is one of the very best printed, best illus- 
trated, best edited publications that gladden this vale of 
tears. There is no handsomer paper put out anywhere, 
and few that can compare with it for genuine wit, 
subtile, scholarly and refined. It completely eclipses 
the old-time Zamfoon, and that is saying a good 
deal. May its shadow—no, its reflection: it has no 
shadow—never grow less.”—Chillicothe Gazette. 





‘* LIFE is the name of a new humorous weekly pub- 
lication that has lately appeared in New York. The 
world is already the fatter for its coming, for it is the 
most irresistibly laughter-provoking, funny paper that 
quaint American wits have yet produced. It is really 
a gem inits way. The wit is bright and polished, 
without being venomous, and the illustrations are 
capital. We advise our ten thousand readers to get 
a copy of Lire.”—7renton, N. F., State Register. 


HART SHORNS 


SELF-ACTING 


SHADE ROLLERS | 


leat ROlce, | NO*CORDSORBAL AN 
epeannta’ | SOLD VERY 





THE TRAGEDY OF MARSTON 
MOOR. 

THE night was bleak, and the shimmering gleams 
of the rising moon cast grotesque shadows through 
the waving trees of Marston Moor. The rain was 
pouring down in torrents, as along the lonely road 
bordering upon the dark forests there passed a woman 
in whose glistening eye a single tear drop hung as if 
uncertain on which side of her nose to take its down- 
ward course. 


(Some hypercritical reader may remark that tear 
drops are not usually allowed this option. 
stances alter cases. 


Circum- 
This woman was cross-eyed.) 

In her arms (the woman’s of course) was a poor 
wizen-faced babe whose little nose was purple with 
the cold; its tiny feet were curled lovingly around 
it’s mamma’s neck, while it’s ten thumbs rested con- 
tentedly in its small cooing lips. 


‘* Sleep on, sweet one. Better days are coming. 
The Norristown Hera/d says ‘‘ LIFE grows brighter. 
LIFE is worth living.” 


‘“What does the 7ribune say, ma?” lisped the 
sleeplng babe. 


‘‘ The number I saw said LIFE was wholesome,dar- 
ling ; but there, there, close your little peepers and 
sleep on!” And wrapping her torn shawl about the 
babe’s shivering form, she hurried on through the 
night. 


But stay, what was that dark form running lightly 
along the borders of yonder glistening lake, now his 
figure standing out in bold relief before the glowing 
orb of night, now half hidden behind the trees, on- 
ward he comes while his unsuspecting victim paces 
her lonely path thinking only of the morrow. 


The figure of the man, for it is he, draws nearer 
and nearer, until finally, with a fiendish yell, he seizes 
the unprotected woman by the throat, and at the 
same time kidnaps the napping kid. 


‘* Kill me child but spare me,” cried the woman in 
the agony of her fear, for naught was dearer to her than 
LiFe, which in the language of the N. Y. Sum, is 
‘fresh, vigorous, genial and satisfying.’ ” 


The villian drew from his vest a long dagger, drip- 
ping with gore, and with one fell swoop cried out : 


‘‘Read Lirr. ’Tis full of lessons for snobs, and 
is indispensable to lovers of refined, light and airy 
literature, all for 10 cents. Farewell. I spare your 
child !” 


TRUMAN HEMINWAY. 


'A. G. HEMINWAY ©& CO., 
BANKERS AND BROKERS, 


11 Wall Street, 


New York. 


IMPORTANT. 


| When you visit or leave New York City, save Baggage 

| Expressage and Carriage Hire and stop at the GRAN 

| UNION HOTEL, opposite Grand Central Depot. 

| Four Hundred and Fifty (450) elegant rooms, fitted up ata 

| cost of one million dollars, reduced to $1 and upwards per 

| day. European plan. Elevator, Restaurant supplied 
with the best. Horse cars, stages and elevated railroad to 
all depots. Families can live better for less money at the 
Grand Union Hotel than at any other first-class hotel in 
he city. 


| A. G. HemInway. 
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DUDLEY BANGS’S HACK RIDE. 
I. 


HE shimmer of a soft June 
morning played over the 
ornate front of what at one 
time was the St. Germain 
Hotel, at Broadway and 
Twenty-second street, as 
E. Dudley Bangs stood on 
the curbing before it, 
critically inspecting a line 
of high-priced hacks. A 
number of drivers sur- 
rounded him, cunningly 
concealing their real de- 
signs in honeyed forms of 
speech, and artfully with- 
holding a statement of 
those unparalleled prices 
which render New York 

hack-driving an amusement for the rich. 

“T will take this hack,” the young man said at 
length, indicating No. 1711, which was upholstered in 
terra cotta; and leaping lightly into the conveyance, he 
bade the hackman drive to a certain number near the 
corner of Twenty-seventh street and Fifth avenue. 

The door was slammed to with a brisk bang that 
attracted the attention of a district messenger and a 
grocer’s boy, who betrayed admiration as they stopped 
to witness the departure. It was a proud moment for 
young Dudley Bangs. He tried to bury himself in a 
cold, uninterested manner in a corner, as he had ob- 
served persons do who have been long accustomed to 
travel in conveyances of this superior nature; but mat- 
ters that he passed were continually drawing his atten- 
tion, and for the most part his back was straightened 
and his neck was craned in the process of looking out 
of the window. He lighted a cigarette, but of course 
he had barely time for half a dozen whiffs before his 
journey of one-quarter of a mile was accomplished 
and the hack, with a fine clatter, was brought up in 
front of the number indicated. 
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“What's to pay ?” inquired the young man in an off- 
hand manner, as the driver leaped from his seat, threw 
the door open, and touched his hat respectfully to Dud- 
ley Bangs, who stepped upon the pavement with a thrill 
of pleasure playing down his back. ; 

“Eleven dollars, sir,” the hackman softly replied. 

Dudley Bangs staggered and grasped the area railing 
for support. A deathly paleness overspread his face. 

“What's the matter, sir ?” inquired the hackman, who 
was startled by these alarming symptoms. . 

“W-wait !” gasped the young man, feebly waving the 
hackman back. “I shall be gone but a few moments;”’ 
and recovering himself by a Spartan effort, he ascended 
the steps of No. — and rung the bell. The door almost 
instantly swung open and he disappeared. 


II. 


GERTRUDE STEBBINS was one of those peculiarly 
interesting women who are made possible by the fact 
of the existence of ‘the State of Ohio. She was in 
New York on account of the temporary submergence 
of Cincinnati by a freshet. She was a woman of an 
earnest, determined nature, who permitted no obstacle 
to stand between her and the semi-annual visits which 
for some years she had been in the habit of making to 
Tiffany’s and Lord & Taylor’s. If a 66-ft. flood came to 
her assistance she was grateful, but it was not neces- 
sary to her. Allied with this nature was a soft, melt- 
ing deportment; it was the velvet padding hiding 
feline claws. She loved Dudley Bangs. Her love for 
him was traceable partly to the fact of his having been 
educated in an Eastern college, and partly to his pos- 
session of that great beauty of voice and pronunciation 
which came of his being a native of Maine.- She knew 
that he was incapable of investing the letter “r”’ with 
those miraculous and weird embellishments of ‘sound 
which are universally accorded to it in the State of 
Ohio; and her heart went forth to him without option 
of her’s the moment she observed this creditable ina- 
bility on the part of the young scholar. The one 
shadow that darkened her prospect, in so far as he was 
concerned therewith, consisted in the fear that he would 
not be frugal enough in his treatment of himself to in- 
sure to her the means that she desired for her own com- 
fort. This thought was in her mind when Dudley 
Bangs rang the door bell ; and as she rose to go to him 
she could not rid herself of the oppression of a sense 
that the casual mental impression that had occurred to 
her was in the nature of an omen. Misgivings are the 
fenders hung by Providence about a woman’s heart. 
But she dissembled. 

“My Dudley !” 

This was the exclamation of Gertrude Stebbins as, 
with arms extended, she moved noiselessly toward him 
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over the thick Turkish rugs that were scattered along 
the drawing-room floor. 

“Glad to see you—very—I’m sure,” 
replied. 

Under the circumstances this was awkward, if not 
rude; but she appeared not to notice it. 

“Yes ?” she rejoined, taking his hands, one in each 
of hers, and holding her head coquettishly on one side. 
Then she held her head straight and smiled, looking 
full into his eyes. “My Dudley!” she repeated. 

“Do you happen,” said the young man, very awk- 
wardly indeed, and avoiding her gaze, “to have sixty- 
five cents about your person ?” 

It had come. The girl dropped his hands and 
slowly withdrew from him. Her face grew cold and 
her eyes became cruel. “Certainly,” she replied, 
“Why do you ask ?” 

“I—I came from Twenty-second street in a cab,” 
he stammered, wiping his brow with his handkerchief, 

“with only $10. 35 in my pocket. The fellow wants 


Dudley Bangs 


$11.00. 
There was no reply. He waited, but still there was 
none. He ventured to glance at her. She had drawn 


herself up to her full superb height, and stood pointing 
at the door. 

“T’m only short—that is, it’s. only sixty-five cents I 
want,” he gasped, a great chill seizing upon his heart. 

No answer.. None, save that conveyed in the rigid, 
awful attitude, and in the cruel, strong stare. 

He slunk from the room. 


III. 


“ Would you kir.dly bring up the letter ?” 

The request was made by Dudley Bangs. He was 
learning over the top stair rail in the house in which he 
had his lodgings, and the request was addressed to his 
landlady. It was a month after the occurrence of the 
events narrated in the last chapter. The. voice of the 
young man was veryfeeble and plaintive to the last 
degree. The letter was from Cincinnati. He re- 
ceived it, thanked her sincerely, and retired with it 
to his small and poorly furnished apartment. The 
July twilight was slut out by the tall buildings across 
the way. He drew the stained and shrunken shade 
over the single window of his room, and lighting the 
remnant of a candle, staggered rather than walked to 
his bed, where he laid himself, placing the candle so 
that it would afford him light by which to read. 

“Dubey :—Every day for the past fortnight I have 
sat by my aunt’s grave. I do not know why I have 
done this; but the reason is unnecessary in view of 
the fact. If you still foolishly cherish hopes of be- 
coming possessor of my hand, relinquish them. I am 
unworthy of you, and you do not come up to my stan- 
dard. The revelation that came to me when last I saw 
you, and that all but broke my heart, still worries me, 
as a matter of its enormity naturally would worry one 
who once upon a time had an interest in but never 
mind that. Love is fled. In friendship I say to you: 
Gamble, Dudley; waste your time, your substance and 
your energy by intemperance in drink ; sever yourself 
from association with nice people—but do not relin- 








LIFE 


quish hope by putting your’ neck under the Jug- 
gernaut of the New York hack system. I en- 
close to you the balance which you asked when 
you unburdened yourself before me by a con- 
fession of your shame. Henceforth we are 
strangers, forever. But with tears I shall water the 
roses that grow on my aunt’s grave; and there shall 
ascend for you, as long as the breath for their urgency 
remains with me, the prayers of GERTRUDE.” 

At midnight the letter and the hand that had held it 
lay motionless upon the counterpane. The money of 
which the letter spoke was scattered here and there. 
It was this which which had been the cause of the ex- 
tra postage. It was avery white, a very still hand. 
The will that governed it has ceased. The soul of its 
master had floated forth from its tenement, even as 
the spiral of smoke from the spent candle—tipped by a 
moonbeam that had slipped through a rent in the cur- 
tain and fallen like a lost ray of the aurora athwart 
the silent darkness of the room—was ascending. 

E. D. B. 





THE CO-EDUCATED GIRL. 

HE old watchword of the conservative church, 
“Do you want your daughter to marry a nigger,” 

has given place to the equally thrilling inquiry, “Do 
you want to marry a co-educated girl?” Young persons 
of assorted sexes and tints have not been found in 
large number exchanging tender vows in the shade of 
the Civil Rights Bill, and there is no catch of African 
descent in American society unless it be the Malagassy 
embassador. Let us trust that the shadowy fear of the 
co-educated girl may be dispelled by the march of 
events at Columbia. To the ascetic imagination of the 
rector of Trinity the co-educated girl appears clothed 
in the terrors of a bull-terrier and a latchkey, and 
exhaling a faint odor as of cloves. These, indeed, 
are the fruits plucked from the tree of knowledge by 
members of the male sex, but it does not follow that 
there are no caramels to be gathered from its rust- 
ling boughs by the female of our species when mounted 
on the step-ladder of the higher education. Let us 
devoutly hope there are, for of a surety co-education 
is coming. The doctor of divinity who hesitates is 


lost, and Doctor Dix, who in his capacity of Lenten 
lecturer deplores the aspirations of the female mind, 
in his capacity of trustee of Columbia has paltered 
with the accursed thing, and suggested that these as- 
pirations might be fulfilled—in an annex. The ques- 
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SINGULAR TASTES. 
Augustus Wall of Wall St.: OLD JONES DIED TO-DAY AND HE LEFT OVER $100,000—BUT IT WAS ALL IN CATS 


AND DOGS. 


Miss Budd (unversed in stock expressions): DEAR ME! HE MUST HAVE BEEN FOND OF PETS. 











tion of the annexation of sexes, if we may be allowed 


the expression, is not far removed from the question 
of the co-education of sexes, and examinations of 
young women for degrees are distinctly suggested with- 
out stamping out the horrible inference of co-examina- 
tion. It is explicitly stated that women are to have 
diplomas, and what is the difference, in principle, be- 
tween a girl with a diploma from a man’s college and 
an openly co-educated girl? A diploma isas effectual 
as a young man on the next bench for rubbing off the 
bloom of maidenly reserve and substituting a tendency 
to glasses and goloshes. The mischief began when a 
knowledge of the alphabet was imparted to woman. 
The slender rill of learning has become an impetuous 
torrent which beats down all the barriers of Dr. Dix. 
Let us make a last and desperate stand upon the three 
R’s, ere it is forever too late. When once women are 
permitted to know as much as men without incurring a 
burning public indignation, it will be idle and unavail- 
ing to inquire how and where they learned it. 


A CURIOUS MEDICAL FACT.—The man who wears 
ready-made clothing seldom has fits. 


LorD CHIEF JUSTICE COLERIDGE, of England, has 
accepted an invitation to be present at the next annual 
meeting of the New York State Bar Association to be 
held “at the Capitol, the City of Albany, on the third 
Tuesday, being the nineteenth day of September 
next ;” and he has graciously accepted the invitation, 
conditional upon some disease from which he suffers 
permitting him to come. The invitation has ap- 
parently been sent for the purpose of making “a new 
era in legal annals” (something needed in this country); 
but nothing is said as to the manner in which Lord 
Coleridge is to be received when he appears on deck 
after his voyage, in his flowing wig, scarlet robe, 
ermine cape and gold chain. The letter of invitation 
is signed by seven “leading lawyers,” and begins, “ My 
Lord.” Should they not have written “Our Lord ?” 
or will they drill themselves like the female chorus in 
a comic opera and advance in serried file exclaiming in 
unison, “Good morrow, my Lord?” Any one can 
write a letter without embarrassment, but it takes 
courage to meet a man in a scarlet gown and a wig 
who has been imported for the purpose of making his 
mark on a new era in legal annals. 
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SCRAPING AN ACQUAINTANCE. 


Dedicated to Mr. Plunger Walton and the Street Cleaning 
Brigade.) 








AMORETTE AND OUBLIETTE. 


TOM AUCASSIN loved Lady Ann 
As Nicolette would make you— 
Said Lady Ann, wait five years, man, 
And then, perhaps, I’ll take you. 


Aucassin bowed and left the crowd 
As a reserve adorer— 

And Ann was loud and fast and proud, 
And Fashion knelt before her. 


Sweet nothings cloyed, the world grew void, 
She turned to her old lover— 
Alack-a-day! Aucassin lay, 
Potted in churchyard clover. 


His green deathbed she left to wed 
The head of the Montmorencis— 

And many years she lived in tears 
And modern conveniences. 


ADVICE TO MATCH-MAKING MAMMAS.—First catch 
your heir. 





ANSWERED. 


R. WILLIE MALHEUREUX RAKE entertained on 

Monday evening an audience that filled Liberty Hall by 

a vigorous and manly protest against the Lenten discourses of 

the Rev. Sorghum Hicks on the advisability of keeping males in 
their present sphere. 

Many members of the Men’s Wrongs Society were present, and 
the speaker’s reply to the reverend agitator was ushered in by 
some Greco-Roman wrestling and a reading from Dr. Dio 
Lewis’ tract on the health-lift, in which a weak-kneed man is 
compared to a bifurcated boiled carrot. 

Housekeeping was Mr. Rake’s theme, and he began by saying 
that Dr. Hicks lived in a boarding-house—in a mere cow-heel- 
and-tripe elevator. 

The Doctor had no more sympathy with modern housekeep- 
ing than a cave-dweller. The way folks keep house now just 
petrified him. The wife takes charge of the entire camp, and 
advertises it, too, on her visiting cards. The poor, downtrodden 
man carries up all the coals, and curses the day he became a 
father. 

The old gentleness toward men had passed away. A century 
ago, when a lady asked a gentleman to match three kinds of 
plush by a sample of thread, she said ‘‘ Please.’”’ Now, she says, 
‘* You are sure to get it wrong; you never did know enough to 
discard the shells in eating eggs!” 

The remedy for this state of things lies in the higher educa- 
tion of men. Imagine a lady brought up in striped trowsers, 
and with her head crammed full of arithmetic and billiards, not 
allowed to wear hairpins nor to go shopping with her mother. 
What sort of a mother would she make at forty-five? It proves 
the superiority of men that they dare to marry at all, consider- 
ing how little they know. Not one in twenty can tell a gusset 
from bandoline. 

Mr. Rake then paid his respects to Dr. Hicks’ views on co- 
education. He forgot that a boy couldn’t keep up with a girl 
because he couldn’t have a headache, and go home when the rec- 
itations were too hard. He failed to see that even in recreations 
the boys always got the bat and had to work, while the girls sat 
in groups and compared jewelry; that the boys had all the toil- 
some labor of tying tomato cans to the tails of dogs, while the 
girls passively ate candy and told fibs about their several mothers’ 
wardrobes. The Doctor had spoken of the spectres in the 
houses of the Nation; but where one man had been driven to 
the hedge, a hundred women had cleaned house, both spring and 
fall. During a period of three months in New York, three 
women had left their homes and 463 men. This was shameful. 
Think of those 463 men left disconsolate by those three women. 

“And shall I tell you,” asked Mr. Rake, ‘‘ of the women 


- who have poisoned their husbands in this city? The evening 


would not be long enough for a recital of what they did it with. 
Pie, fried steak, hash, mothers-in-law ; but why go on? The 
record is sickening. Yet does one ever see in a newspaper the 
head-line, ‘ Another Husband Murder’? I would like to see the 
married editor who would dare to print it.” 

Mr. Rake did not know ‘“‘ what society this learned man had 
kept,” but if he would step around to his place he would find 
how warm a house could be made, and (in confidence) he could 
show him scars which would prove that if education were to 
teach women to aim higher, his head, and even his face, would 
be marked. He could show the Reverend agitator the beauties 
and calm quiet of old age stealing over married life. His 
mother-in-law was now over seventy, and was daily growing 
weaker and more uncertain with missiles. She would ere long 
seek the golden shore. He didn’t know how the shore would 
stand it, but he felt sure of the old lady. 

Mr. Rake closed his address by an impassioned appeal on 
behalf of his downtrodden and despised sex. 


FAVORITE NOVEL WITH POLITICIANS.—“ Put Your- 
self in His Place.” 


A “UNITARIAN ”’—one who believes in only one 
church service on Sunday. 
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PUIR JANET’S PLAINT. 


Suggested by Mr. W. S. Gilbert’s comedy, ‘* Engaged.’’ 


HE laverock carols i’ the lift, 
The sparklin’ burnie warbles free, 
The roses bloom on ilka brae— 
Yet a’ is changed to me! 


Nae mair I list the laverock’s sang ; 
I heed nae mair the bonnie burn. 

Och! willawins ! for vanish’d joys 
That never can return ! 


An’ wha wull cheer my waesome lot ? 
An’ wha my brakin’ heart can bind? 

Nae licht can pierce this murky gloom, 
Or soothe this troubled mind. 


*Twas on a leesome simmer morn 
That sonsy Donald cam’ to woo, 
And ’neath the bendin’ birken boughs 

Fu’ fondly tauld his lo’e. 


He tauld me o’ his highlan’ hame, 
His hoard o’ gowd, his fouth o’ lan’; 
He wyled my simple, trustfu’ heart, 
An’ won my maiden han’, 


An’ sae, while anguish wrung my breast, 
While tear-draps blinded baith mine e’en, 

I brak’ my plighted troth wi’ James 
McArran Puttypreen. 


Untenty lassie that I was ! 

For Jamie hath gude store o’ gear ; 
An’ now he’s gane ayont the glen 

To wed wi’ Jean McSkier. 


An’ I hae learned that Donald lees ; 
He hasna saxpence till his name ; 

The title till his lan’s nae gude— 
His brither hauds a claim. 


Nae ither lo’e for me can bloom, 
My virgin heart I’ve gien awa’; 
I never lo’ed twa lads as I 
Hae lo’ed thae laddies twa ! 


Ye gentle souls, wha list my sang, 
Was e’er a lass sae sair betrayed ? 
I’ll mourn thro’ leelang days an’ nichts, 
A puir, deluded maid ! 
SANDY McQUINTUCK. 


““Wuo breaks pays,” as the beat said 
to the street car conductor. 


IDEA FOR THE FANCY-BALL.—Tie your 
grandmother’s silk patchwork quilt around 
your neck and go as a deranged rainbow. 


THE truly wise is he who conforms to 
the popular error. 


PERFECT cynicism is as rare—and as 
uncomfortable to get along with—as per- 
fect honesty. 


OnE by one our weather prophets 
Fade and die ; 

Weather only knoweth of its 

How and why. 
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CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER CASES. 


Mr. Cresus Borewell: 1s YOUR SISTER AT HOME? 
Miss Sally (who has heard Mr. B. discussed in the family): No. 


Mr. C. B.: THEN WILL YOU PLEASE SEE THAT SHE GETS THESE 
FLOWERS? 


Miss E.: Yes, LL TAKE THEM RIGHT UP TO HER; SHE’LL BE DE- 
LIGHTED. 





WILLIAM GRAHAM, aged fifteen years, has been admitted to the bar 
at Catersville, Ga. He ought to be successful in addressing juries. As 
Tennyson might have said, “ An infant crying in the court, his language 
but a cry.” 


A LONG pedigree and extreme old age are alike in this, that they are 
remarkable only in those who have nothing else that is admirable. 
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OW DOTH THROUGH THE STREETS THE BOLD EXILE OF ERIN, 
WITH HIGH HAT AND COLLAR EXULTANT IN STARCH, 
HAVING STOWED A PRELIMINARY WHISKEY OR BEER IN, 
TAKE UNDER HIS BANNERS HIS (SEVENTEENTH OF) MARCH! 





BEHOLD THE PROUD MARSHAL ALL SWATHED IN REGALIA, 
WITH A SASH THAT ECLIPSES THE LATE COMET’S TAIL, 
A BOUQUET OF SHAMROCKS, EACH HUGE AS A DAHLIA, 
AND A BADGE LIKE THE LID OF A SIXTEEN-QUART PAIL. f 


OBSERVE ON THE FRIEZE OUR SUCCESS IN NARRATING 

THE TAIL OF THE COAT THAT EACH BOLD EXILE WEARS, 
MADE LONG THAT A GENTLEMAN SEEKING A BATING 

CAN TREAD ON IT EASILY IF HE BUT DARES. 


A HEALTH TO SAINT PATRICK WITH, ADDED, THE WARNING 
AT WHICH NEED NO SENSIBLE EXILE BE VEXED, 
WHEN YOU THINK ABOUT PATRICK, HIS DAY IN THE MORNING, 


BEWARE LEST THE MORNING IN QUESTION’S THE NEXT! 
Wise 
ee csi kale! | 
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HER LIGHT GUITAR. 


HE twankled a 
tune on her light 
guitar— 

A low, sweet jan- 
gle of tangled 
sounds, 

As blurred as the 


voices of fairies 
are, 


Dancing in moon- 
dawn dales and 
downs ; 

And the tinkling 
drip of the 
strange refrain 

Ran o’er the rim 
of my soul like 
rain. 





The great blonde moon in the midnight skies 
Paused and poised o’er the trellis eaves, 
And the stars, in the light of her upturned eyes, 
Sifted their love through the rifted leaves— 
Glinted and splintered in crystal mist 
Down the glittering strings that her fingers kissed. 


O the melody mad! O the tinkle and thrill 
Of the ecstacy of the exquisite thing! 
The red rose dropped from the window-sill 
And lay in a long swoon quivering ; 
While the dying notes of the strain divine 
Rippled in glee up my spell-bound spine. 
J. W. Rivey. 





BOOKISHNESS. 


A Teutonic professor has published a volume of 
fiction, and he calls it “ Only a Word.” Probably if 
he were to write a sentence, he would bring it out in a 
magazine as a serial. 





“ ANIMAL INTELLIGENCE ”’ is the name of the latest 
volume in the International Scientific Series. It is an 
imported English book and is therefore wholly deficient 
in humorous statistics on the heel-power of the Ken- 
tucky mule. 





M. LE VICOMTE D’HAUSSONVILLE has recently put 
forth in Paris his highly pleasant impressions of these 
United States. He calls them “A Travers les Etats- 
Unis.” The stuttering humorist of New York will be 
pleased to see his name used as a title. 


THERE is a book not long published called “Short 
Sayings of Great Men.” We shall be glad to learn 
whether or not it contains the short sayings made by 
Ulysses Simpson Grant when he put the hot end of 
his cigar in his mouth. If it does contain this short 
saying, then the volume is unfit for circulation in 
the Sunday-school classes—while the teacher is look- 


ing. 





THE publishers of the Pudlisher’s Weekly have re- 
cently published (tautalogy?) a little book called 
“ Books for the Young” (tautology again, but it can’t 
be helped). Why waste time discussing what are the best 
books for the young when everybody knows that the 
best books for young and old—next to Shakespeare 
and the dictionary—are pocket-books, well lined with 
greenbacks? ‘These are bound to please. 





THERE is a new edition of the poetical works of Mr. 
John Milton now for sale. Mr. Milton was private 
secretary to Gen. Oliver Cromwell when the latter 
gentleman was Protector to the Commonwealth of 
England. It was while holding this position that Mr. 
Milton gained his intimate knowledge of practical 
politics, which led him to describe two Henchmen of 
some local Boss as being “ Thick as thieves in Vallam- 
brosa.” 





In the March number of the Ad#antic Monthly Mr. 
Harry Jim (if we may be thus familiar) has an essay 
on the acting of Signor Tomaso Salvini. It is an ex- 
haustive criticism and almost as exhaustive as the 
Italian author’s Ofhe//o. But there is no need to waste 
words in describing the success in America of this 
great histrionic artist, for we may adopt and adapt the 
phrase of his distinguished fellow-citizen, Mr. J. Cesar, 
and say Sal-vini, vidi, vici. 





NEW NOVELS. 


sé N HONORABLE SURRENDER.’ —Your money or 
your life. 





“Dust.”—The result of Walton’s gentle angle in 
the streets of New York. 





“THe VIRGINIA COMEDIANS.”’—General Mahone 
and the Readjusters. ; 





“THE SieGe or Lonpon.’—The Taking of the 
Tower, by the American novelists. 





“A GENTLE SAVAGE.’’—The best Indian is a dead 
Indian. 





A HUE-ER OF WOOD AND A DRAW-ER OF WATER.— 
The landscape painter. 
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Drink the New Pierian Spring Water—$2 a Vase. 
PARNASSUS ADVERTISED. 


“My Century! Is’t true that what we see 
You do, was always done ?” 
A. de Musset. 


HE Century Magazine has at last followed the exam- 

ple of the New York Wee&ly, and begun to print 

instalments of its stories as advertisements. In the 

Boston Herald of January 25th we notice the greater 

part of Chapter 1, of Howells’ new masterpiece, in- 
serted as paying matter, somewhat as follows : 


A WOMAN’S REASON. 
BY W. D. HOWELLS, 


Author of ‘Venetian Life,’’ “A Chance Acquaintance,” ‘‘A 
Modern Instance,” Etc. 


The day had been very oppressive, and at 
5:30 in the afternoon the heat had scarcely 
abated, to the perception of Mr. Joshua Hark- 
ness, as he walked heavily up the Park Street 
Mall, in Boston Common. When he came 
opposite the Brewer Fountain, with its four 
seasons of severe drought, he stopped short 
and stared at the bronze group, with its insuf- 
ficient dribble—(His daughter had been taking 
an ice cream, chocolate and strawberry mixed, 
at COPELAND’s, and is admitted by the cook). 
She moaned as she flew, and dropped upon her 
knees beside him, and cooed. ‘‘ Was it like 
the last time?” asked Helen. ‘“ Yes,” said her 
father. ‘‘ A little morelike?” ‘“ I don’t think 
it was more severe,” said Mr. Harkness, 
thoughtfully—(his accounts were confused). 
She looked at him through a mist that gathered 
and fell in silent drops from her eyes, so that she did not see him 
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check a gasp. ‘“ I suppose we all have our accounts, one way or 
other, and they get confused like yours.” ‘* Do you mean that 
you have broken with him finally, Helen?” asked her father, 


“gravely. “ I don’t know whether you call it finally,” said Helen, 


‘* but I told him it was no use—not just in those words—and that 
he ought to forget me; and I was afraid I wasn’t equal to it; and 
that I couldn’t see my way to it clearly; and unless I could see 
my way clearly, I oughtn’t to go on any longer. I wrote to him 
last week.” Here the storm broke, and Helen gave her lamenta- 
ble laugh again, sobbed, dried the fresh tears with her handker- 
chief, which she had mechanically shaped into a rabbit, like a 
tall flower beaten in the wind. 

The story, from the first chapter of which the above extracts 
are made, is begun in the mid-winter (February) number of the 
Century Magazine. It will be an international novel, dealing 
with the problems of caste and of self-help among women. Real 
soda-water fountains will be used;. real localities will be mention- 
ed, known to every one who spends a day in the city, and charac- 
ters familiar to the common reader. A large part of the scene in a 
real city ice cream saloon ; and the villain plays real billiards, 
with real balls. This isa finer art than Dickens’and Thackeray’s. 
The Century is for sale by all dealers—price 35 cents. Subscrip- 
tion price of the nine numbers (February to October, 1883) con- 
taining this novel, $3. Order of your dealer. 


Well, well! Next we shall see, on the fences:— 


Half way down the by-street of one of our New England 
towns, stands a rusty wooden house, with seven acutely peaked 
gables, facing towards various points of the compass, and a large 
clustered chimney in the midst. The street is Pynchon street ; 
the house is the old Pynchon house; and an elm tree, of wide 
circumference, rooted before the door, is familiar to every town- 
born child by the title of the Pynchon elm. On my occasional 
visits to the town aforesaid, I seldom fail to turn down——” 
[The continuation of this mysterious and weird tale, by the 
author of the “‘ Scarlet Letter,” will be found in the next number 
of the Atlantic Weakly, and its revelations are expected to touch 
on social matters connected with some of our proudest families. 
Now is the time to subscribe. ] 


- Or even, perhaps, read in the Personal column of 
the Herald :— 


A NEW STORY OF FASHIONABLE LIFE! 


BY ONE OF THE UPPER TEN. 


One fine morning, in the full London season, Major Arthur 
Pendennis came over from his lodgings, according to his custom, 
to breakfast at a certain club in Pall Mall, of which he was a 
chief ornament. At a quarter past ten the major invariably 
made his appearance in the best blacked boots in all London, with 
a checked morning cravat that never was rumpled until dinner- 
time ; a buff waistcoat, which bore the crown of his sovereign on 
the buttons, and linen so spotless that Mr. Brummell himself asked 
the name of his laundress. 

Messrs. Kidd, Munro & Co., Publishers. 


To such as are familiar with the inner circles of the créme de la 
créme, the author of the above lines needs no introduction ; to 
others, he will be a new and startling revelation. Price 20 cents. 
Sold everywhere. 


“Publicity! Publicity! Thou art at once the meed 
and measure of excellence in our democracy. Are 
you an artist? Advertise. Are you a presidential 
aspirant? Make yourself known. Are you a preacher ? 
Make your name public. Are you an actress? Make 
yourself public. So things may go on with culture 
until, as we pass up the East River on a Sound steamer, 
we read, on the rocks of Blackwell’s Island, under 
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CORNERED. 


“WITH A WIND AT YOUR BACK IT Is AS GOOD AS But it entirely escaped his memory that cross winds 
A SLEIGH RIDE,” remarked Old Snoggins, as he glided always prevail at street corners. 
over the pavement on a pair of roller skates. 








advertisements of Pyle’s O. K. Soap, and Eno’s Fruit 
Salt, or a lecture by Oscar Wilde : 


THE INSENSIBLE PLANT! 

‘* Then the pied windflowers and the tulip tall, 

And narcissi, the fairest of them all, 

Who gaze on their eyes in the stream’s recess, 

Till they die of their own dear loveliness ; 

And the rose, like a nymph to the bath addressed, 

Which unveiled the depth of her glowing breast, 

Till, fold after fold (See next number of the Police 
Gazette for the conclusion of this thrilling poem, by Shelley, the 
great ATHEIST. They sell it on YOUR BOAT. 





Qet from the leaves of my “-Lucille” 
Falls a faded violet. 





. . . A COLONEL who used to assert 
Sweet and faint as its fragrance, steal i That naught his digestion could hurt, 
Out from the leaves of my “ Lucille Was forced to admit 
Tender memories, and I feel That his weak point was hit, 
A sense of longing and regret. — When they gave him hot shot for dessert. 
Out from the leaves of my “ Lucille Satipetaie 
Falls a faded violet. WALTER LEARNED. THE best voice for a funeral hymn ;—a burytone. 



































AST WEEK I saw two plays which dealt with the persecu- 

tion of the Jewish race. One of them, the newer, aroused 
the sympathies of the audience for the hounded Hebrews ; the 
other play held the Jew up to ridicule and contempt. Both 
houses were crowded ; but though the audience was more de- 
monstrative at the modern play, it was very much larger at the 
older. 


The modern drama was Bartley Campbell’s ‘‘ Siberia ;”’ Wil- 
liam Shakespeare’s ‘‘ Merchant of Venice,” with Lawrence Bar- 
rett, the more ancient. Unfortunately, the only moral I can 
draw from all this is that Bartley Campbell has probably not 
quite reached the Shakespearian standard yet, and that Lawrence 
Barrett can fill the Grand Opera House at fifty cents a head, 
when two years ago he could not draw paying audiences to the 
Park Theater at a dollar and a half. There seems to be a little 
sub-moral concealed about here somewhere; but I will not 
wrestle with it now. This I will say: “Siberia” is a much bet- 
ter play than many of the penny-dreadful English melodramas 
that have been produced here recently. 


“* MICAELA ” has just been withdrawn from the Standard. With 
J. H. Ryley, George Sweet and Miss Marie Conron in the cast, a 
chorus of sixty and a brass band on the stage, my first impres- 
sion was that it far eclipsed ‘‘ Heart and Hand” at the Bijou. 
But the rest of the cast fell far below the Bijou average, and it 
was a toss-up whether the inanities of the Bijou libretto were 
not preferable to the rvisgué-ness of the sharper and more concise 
text at the Standard, and even George Sweet, despite his splendid 
voice, failed to sing the *‘ Song of the Helmet” with the snap 
and vigor that Digby Bell put into it. Ryley’s conception of 
the ‘‘ King” was much superior to Howson’s, however, and Miss 
Conron sang with much sweetness and refinement. But they 
could not make the opera a success. To night Manager Duff re- 
vives “‘ Pinafore,” for which the cast is much better adapted. 

ComIc OPERA has been the rule at the Fifth Avenue for the 
last few weeks; the Thalia, ‘‘ Countess Dubarry ” Company, 
then the ‘‘ Boston Ideals” in a round of operas, and now “ Io- 
lanthe,” by the James BartonCompany. The red, red rose which 
blossomed in Acting-Manager Zimmerman’s buttonhole on the 
first night but faintly typifies the blooming prosperity of this really 
very fine production of Gilbert and Sullivan’s latest work. There 
is a uniformity of excellence in the cast that is quite refreshing, 
after the raggedness in that particular that distinguishes so many 
comic-opera companies. 

THE gratifying success of Manager Daly’s ‘‘ 7-20-8” has in- 
duced him to invest in a bright, new sign, which nightly graces 
the vestibule of the theatre. It contains these startling words: 
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THE PERENNIAL ENSIGN. 
The Old Guard dyes but never surrenders. 








THE HISTORY OF A TITLE. 


EF ‘B. 15th (A great storm prophesied by an obscure 
Canadian).—Wigin. 

Feb. 26th (Great storm’s details clearly given).— 
WIGGINS. ; 

March 1st (Public attention aroused)—E. STONE 
WIGGINS. . 

March 2d (Storm definitely fixed for March gth).— 
Pror. E. STONE WIGGINS. . 

March. 5th (Great public excitement.. Column 
Special in all daily papers)—Pror. E. STONE WIc- 
cins, Pu.D., LL.D., M.D., D.D., ETc. 

March 8th (The eve of the fatal day)—THE 
DISTINGUISHED METEROLOGIST AND PRO- 
PHET, PROFESSOR E.STONE WIGGINS, F.R.S., 
K.T., LL.D., M.D. F.BR.GS., ETC, ETC, EEC. 

March gth (No storm).—Wiggins. 

March 1oth (Loud cries of “Who is he?” “ Look 
him up!” “Hang him!” etc). 





Horace said that in his time people, when asked to 
sing, had to be pressed, but, once beginning, would 
not leave off. We forgot to mention the young men 
in the Roman street-cars, who were not asked to hum 
or whistle, but who would all the same, and would not 
leave off either. 


Tue Germans are much given to quinine and gen- 
tian, because, naturally, they are a two-tonic people. 
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A DOLEFUL BALLAD. 


RIGHT MERRILY SET DOWN, 


i 
(Being an epitaph duly recorded in the State of Maine, VU. 
S. A.) 


‘6 UR little one to Heaven is gone, 
And sad and lonely our fate is : 
She was afflicted with cerebro- 
Spinal-meningitis.” 


II. 


(Being the addition of a sprightly young lady, greatly pained by 
the deficiency of rhyme.) 


‘* Twas sad to lose our baby so, 
But the reflection sweet is, 

She’s gone where there’s no cerebro- 
Spinal-meningitis.” 


III. 


(Explanatory stanza, added by our own professional poet, to ex- 
plain the cause of the untimely demise.) 


The doctors stood all in a row ; 
The tan upon the street is ; 

They knew it not as cerebro- 
Spinal-meningitis. 


IV. 


(Second explanatory stanza setting forth the culpable negligence 
of the medical attendants in not making an accurate diagnosis.) 


The fell disease that laid her low, 
Discussed in many a treatise, 

Is there set down as cerebro- 
Spinal-meningitis. 


V. 


(Third explar:atory stanza, suggesting that perhaps it was the 
extraordinary rapidity of the progress of the disease which blinded 
the physicians to. the fatal truth.) 


From Maine to distant Idaho, 
The telegraph most fleet is ; 
But it’s not as swift as cerebro- 
Spinal-meningitis. 
VI. 
(Fourth explanatory stanza, supplied without extra charge by 
our own professional poet, to call the reader's attention casually to 


the certainty of our ultimate decease and to the possible means 
whereby we may die.) 


Death deals to all a final blow ; 
His ravage most complete is ; 

He comes disguised as cerebro- 
Spinal-meningitis. 


VII. 


(Final stanza of suggesting comfort and consolation, all in- 
cluded in the price.) 
What’s one man’s poison, we all know, 
Another man’s best meat is; 
Perhaps some thrive on cerebro- 
Spinal-meningitis. 
A. Z. 


A womMAN will tell a secret to you, “ because you are 
different ;” but to nobody else, of course. 




















“Oh we fell out, I know not why.” 
—TENNYSON. 





THE GERMAN SOCIAL QuEstTion.—Canst thou take 
the hook out of the nose of Levi Nathan. 


WATER Is FATTENING.—That is why the stockholders 
of Western Union are “bloated.” 


THE devout six-year-old who prayed, “Good by, 
Lord, I am going to New Jersey for a fortnight,” 
evidently knew whereof he petitioned, young as he was. 





Force oF Instinct.—A cat having lost her kittens 
follows a mutton pie man. 


HEARTLESS. 
HE Boston Sunday Herald, of Feb. 18, has the 
following item: 


‘‘ The physicians of ex-Gov. Head, of New Hampshire, re- 
port that he is in a critical condition. His friends hope that he 
will be able soon to take a tropical journey.’ 


A FABLE IN FOUR LINES. 


The June bug sang its old, 
old tune, 
As it settled down on the 
neck of the Dey ; 
And rare were the oaths 
he spake—they say. 


MORAL. 


And what is so rare as a 
Dey in June? 


she re- 





A “RETIRING ” girl is like a skilful general 
treats to invite an advance on her enemy’s part. 
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THE PORT WINES, 
| ry Old 

MUTUAL LIFE|O'4 and Very 


| Imported in Casks and Bottles, Includ- 
INSURANCE 


| ing our No. 84, Natural Vintage (not re- 

| inforced), $5.00 per gall., $1.00 per bottle, 
| our own importation. 
COMPANY H.B. KIRK & CO., 


OF | 69 FULTON Sr. & 1158 BROADWAY. 


NEW YORK. 




















_BIOGRAPHETTES. 


| 


| WITH NEXT WEEK’S 


F. S. Winston, Pres.|  ¢, - 
LIFE 


WILL BEGIN 





No. 144 BROADWAY, | 


| 
New YORK. 


A SERIES ENTITLED 


BIOGRAPHETTES. 


GRADY & McKEEVER, | 
RENNER & COMPANY, | 


DEALERS IN - 


FINE ARTS. | Life-Like Portraits 


Designers and Manufacturers of 


EVERY DESCRIPTION OF PICTURE FRAMES. 
No. 719 SIXTH AVE., NEw YorK. | 


AND 


Carefully Compiled 


BIOGRAPHIES. 


“ Now good digestion wait on appetite, 
‘* And health on both.” —SHAKESPEARE. 


“Common Sense’ Lunch Room, 


135 BROADWAY (cor. Cedar St.), 
JAMES P. WHEDON, Manager. | 
STEEL 


FSTERBROO PENS 

Leading Nos: 14, 048, 130, 333, 161. 
For Sale by all Stationers. 

THE ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO., 

Works, Camden, N. J. 26 John St., New York. 


Nos. I. & II., 


MARK TWAIN, 
DAVID DAVIS. 














Your Library. 


GEORGE MATHER'’S SONS, 


PRINTING INK, 


60 JOHN STREET, Nkw York. | 


AT ALL NEWS STANDS. 





PRICE TEN CENTS. 


This paper is printed with our cut ink. | 





| HARRIGAN & HART 
| 
| 


Don’t Fail to Secure a Copy for 
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“THEATRE COMIQUE. 728 and 730 Broadway 


HARRIGAN & HART...........-++ Proprietors 
JOHN E. CANNON. ......-.-sesecceecees Manager 
FOURTH MONTH 
of 


in Edward Harrigan’s latest and greatest 
success, 


McSORLEY’S INFLATION. 
The popular music by Mr. Dave Braham. 





| TUESDAY, MATINEES FRIDAY. 
| |B her SQUARE THEATRE. 
| Mr. A. Mi. PALMER....... Proprietor and Manager. 





Begins promptly at 8; over at 11:05. 
Saturday matinees begin at 2. 
ENORMOUS SUCCESS 
f 


o 

A PARISIAN ROMANCE. 
The greatest production ever wit- 
| nessed on the American stage. 


THIRD 





MONTH. 





Seats secured two weeks in advance. 
|= 
HENDERSON'S STANDARD THEATRE. 
WM. HENDERSON ...Proprietor and Manager 


First production of the entirely new comic opera, with 
the original orchestration of the composer, 


| MICAELA. 


MUSIC BY CHARLES LECOCQ. 

A GRAND CHORUS OF SIXTY VOICES. 
AN ORCHESTRA OF THIRTY-FIVE 
MUSICIANS. 

A FULL BRASS BAND. 

IN THE THIRD ACT WILL BE INTRODUCED 
A PICTURESQUE HUNGARIAN BALLET, 

| NEW AND SUPERB COSTUMES 

| AND ENTIRELY NEW SCENERY. 

| EVERY EVENING at 8. 

SATURDAY MATINEE at 2. 








NINTH SEASON. 


| Spring House, 
| Richfield Springs, 


Open from Fune 17th to Oct. rst. 


Its well-known standard of excellence 
will be fully maintained. 


T. R. PROC TOR. 
ELEGANT STORE TO LET, 
Suitable for first-class Restaurant or 


Confectionery and Ice Cream, in the 
charming city of Binghamton, N. Y. 


| GEO. C. HEMINGWAY. 
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‘THE EouimtaBLe 


Lire ASSURANCE SOCIETY, 


120 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 


ASSETS, - - - + $48,000,000, 


Having declared its policies, over three years in 
force, to be INCONTESTABLE, announces that. all 
such incontestable policies will be paid at matu- 
rity, without rebate of interest, immediately 
after the’ receipt at the Society’s office in New 
York of satisfactory proofs of death, together 
with a valid and satisfactory discharge from the 
parties in interest. 


HENRY B. HYDE, President. 
JAMES W. ALEXANDER, tst Vice-Pres’t. 


SAMUEL BORROWE, 2d Vice-Pres’t. 
WILLIAM ALEXANDER, Secretary. 





POLLOCK & BIXBY, 


BANKERS and BROKERS, No. 25 Nassau St., N. Y 


All issues of Government Securities, Bank Shares, Rail- 
way Stocks and Bonds bought and sold on commission or 
carried on a margin. -Special attention given to Invest- 
ments. Interest allowed on deposits. 


WILLIAM POLLOCK. Member of N.Y. Stock Exchange. 
ANDREW J. BIXBY 





FAIRBANKS’ 


STANDARD 


SCALES. 





PRINCIPAL WAREHOUSE, 


FAIRBANKS &CO. 
NEW YORK. 
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CELEBRATED HATS. 


178 & 180 Fifth Avenue, 


179 Broadway, 2 
bet. 22d & 23d Sts., t and { 


Cortlandt 5 
NEW YORK. 


AND UNDER THE PALMER House, CHICAGO. 


CorRRECT STYLES, EXTRA QUALITY. 
LYON’S FINE SILK UMBRELLAS, 
AND WALKING STICKS. 


Ladies’ Riding and Walking Hats. 


JOHN HANCOCK 
Mutual Life Insurance Co., 


Or Boston, Mass. 


STEPHEN H. RHODES, President. 


| EE PT Ee $2,526,660 56 


Assets, Jan. I, 
Liabilities, Jan. 1, 1883.......... 2,351,922 26 
Surplus af 4 per Cont... ..0.60.0500. 174,738 30 


SAMUEL ATHERTON, Vice-Pres. 

GEO. B. WOODWARD, Sec’y and Actuary. 
CHARLES G. WOOD, Treasurer. 
SAMUEL WELLS, Counsel. 

FRANK WELLS, M.D., Med. Examiner. 


7. ASPINWALL & SON, 
75 and 77 West Twenty-third St., 


(MASONIC TEMPLE, ) 
NEW YORK. 


—TIL&E3— 





Of all descriptions for Floors, Walls, Hearths, 


Fireplaces, and Decoration generally. 


MANTELS, 


Grates, Open Fireplaces, Pottery, &c. 


Sole Agents for MINTON’S and for the 
CAMPBELL TILE CO. 





Press of Gilliss Brothers, 75 & 77 Fulton Street, N. Y. 





Artistic Presents. 


MESSRS. M. KNOEDLER & CO. invite 
attention to their fine collection of 


Modern Oil Paintings, 
Water Color Drawings, 
Engravings, 


and other art products suitable for 
Holiday presents. 

The list of.paintings comprises the 
works of all the best known artists of 
the day. 

Gouri GALLERY, 
170 5th Ave., Cor. of 22d St. 


OPEN EVENINGS. 








Send one, tw 
three or five dol 


box, A express, of the ND} Candies in the world, put 


‘e lars‘ for a retail 
up in handsome boxes, All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner, 


78 Mapison St., CHICAGO. ; 
CAVANAGH, SANDFORD & CO., 
Merchant Tailors and Importers, 
16 West 23d STREET, 


Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel. NEw York, 
All the latest London fabrics regularly imported. 


oe a Bs: 


A New Illustrated Weekly, 


Humorous, SATIRICAL, REFINED. 
ISSUED EVERY THURSDAY. 








‘*We find nothing amateurish about the newcomer; it 
seems:to have been born’grown up; it is workmanlike in 
every part. It is fresh, vigorous, gentlemanly, genial, and 
satisfying. We commend it to at least fifty tho: 
readers i in this town.’’— The Sun. 








AN ABLE CORPS OF CONTRIBUTORS: 


W. L. ALDEN, author of “‘ The Moral Pirates.” W. H. 
BisHop, author ‘of ** The House of the Merchant Prince.” 
J. CHEEVER Goopwin, author of ** Evangeline.”” Rosert 
eo. author of “ Confessions of a Frivolous Girl.” A. 

Hayes, author of * 4 Symposium on the Chinese 
icon . LaniGANn, author of “* Fables out of the 
orld.” G. P. LATHROP, author of “An Echo of Pat 
sion.” J.B. MaTTHEws author of ‘* French Dramatists,” 
H.G. Pane, author of “* Il on a Summer's Day. ”” ARTHUR 
Penn, author of *‘ The Rhymester.” J. S., of Dave, au- 
thor of ‘‘ Guerndale.”  F . woe author of “Her 
Portrait by Sarony.”’ ,J . WHEELWRIGHT, author of 
** Rollo in Cambridge.” 
ARTISTS. 
F. G. ATTWOOD, J. A. MITCHELL, 
Cuas. KENDRICK, GRAY PARKER, 
H. W. McVICKAR, W. H. Hype, 
And many others. 





Subscriptions, $5 per year, postage prepaid. 
10 Cents Copy. 
Address, 
Office of ‘‘ LIFE,” 1155 Broadway, 


NEW YORK 
For Sale at all News Stands. 








